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CXLIV.

Friday night\ May i, 1852.
MY good mother is dead. I hope she did
not suffer too much. Her features were
calm and she wore her usual sweet expres-
sion. I thank you for your interest in her.
Good-by; think of me.

CXLV.

PARIS, May 19, 1852.

COME quickly; I have a great quantity of
things to say to you. I do not know if they
wish to hang me or not. What makes me
fidgety is the thought of a public ceremony
before the flower of the rabble and three
imbeciles in black gowns, stiff as pickets,
and persuaded that they are something.
Good-by.

CXLVI.

PARIS, May 22, 1852.

WAS our walk tiresome ? Say no quickly.
I was waiting for a word from you. I havele I shall have regained my energy.
